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33 Million New Democrats 


One of the canards the ruling Democrat 
arty is using to obscure the truth about their 
true immigration agenda is their “official” 
figure of illegal aliens now resident in this 
country, which is always given as 11 million. 
So it was, in Ronald Reagan’s time. 

The pending Senate immigration bill 
would bring a minimum of 33 million people 
into the country during its first decade of op¬ 
eration, according to an analysis by Numbers 
USA, By 2024, the inflow would include an 
estimated 9.2 million illegal immigrants, plus 
2.5 million illegals who arrived as children 
—dubbed ‘Dreamers’—^plus roughly 3.4 mil¬ 
lion company-sponsored employees with uni¬ 
versity degrees, said the unreleased analysis. 
The majority of the inflow, or roughly 17 
million people, would consist of family mem¬ 
bers of illegals, recent immigrants and of 
company-sponsored workers. Advocates for 
the Gang of Eight bill have yet to release any 
estimates of the future inflow. Nobody has a 
number that is based on the bill right now 
that’s accurate,” Lynn Tramonte, deputy di¬ 
rector of the pro-immigration America’s 
Voice Education Fund, told the Christian Sci¬ 
ence Monitor. 

[Sigh...] Sounds kind of like Obamacare, 
where Congress will pass this idiotic bill 
without knowing what’s in it—or letting the 
rest of the country know what’s in it. 


First off, the 11 million figure hasn’t been 
valid for thirty years. A serious estimate of 
illegals actually in this country is 25 to 30 
million, and I think that may be a bit low- 
bailed, because in certain areas like southern 
California and parts of Arizona and Texas, the 
population is not only majority Mexican but 
majority “undocumented”, and it is simply 
impossible to count them accurately, as is also 
the case in the 100 largest metropolitan areas. 
This is largely because the part-time White 
census takers, who were mostly women and 
older people, were terrified to go down into 
the barrios asking questions. 

Secondly, the Democrats are low-balling 
the figures (or just plain not discussing them) 
deliberately, because the objective is to get 
those illegals amnestied and on the electoral 
rolls in time for 2016. Already hundreds of 
thousands of so-called “Dreamers” have been 
illegally amnestied and registered to vote via 
Obama’s unconstitutional executive order. 
This is one reason the dictator “won” the 
2012 election, as well as the fact that in cer¬ 
tain places like California, the illegals have 
been voting for years, which is why Califor¬ 
nia has not elected a Republican to major 
statewide office for a generation. 

People, we see what’s coming. Are we go¬ 
ing to do anything at all about it? 

Don’t answer that. 


















t aiJd 


[Some more internet catch-up for all you shut- 
ins without computers. This is from the April 25, 
2013 podcast.] 

The first comment I want to make on this epi¬ 
sode is regarding a rather historic event that took 
place this week, although it will have to remain 
pretty much unsung for a time. 

I want to extend my thanks to a group of 
young men in Oregon who carried out a certain 
Northwest independence activity over the week¬ 
end. They did this acting on their own, without 
any reference to me and without asking either my 
permission or demanding my personal participa¬ 
tion leading the charge on my White horse with 
my saber flourished aloft and my cape flying in 
the wind. I don’t want to get into details about 
this perfectly legal political action because I don’t 
want to set the secret police on these guys’ trail— 
they do not appear to have been identified and 
catalogued yet, and there is a reasonable hope that 
these guys are not yet on that massive database in 
West Virginia, and if not I don’t want it to be me 
who outs them—and also because we will want to 
do this again. 

I always figured that one of the signs that 
things were beginning would be when people 
started doing things on their own, without me, 
without asking my permission and even without 
telling me, which of course there is no need to do. 
This Northwest independence movement is not 
and cannot be a one-man band. 

But it’s beginning, people. Finally. Eleven 
years after my own Homecoming, at long last, it’s 
starting to happen. Far too slowly, and frankly if 
we can’t find some way to kick-start things, then 
it’s going to be too little, too late. But it is entirely 
possible that the dictatorship itself will make 
come colossal fuck-up that will give us that kick- 
start. We may not be able to win our freedom, but 
the dictatorship may lose it. 

Thanks, guys. Someday you will get the recog¬ 
nition you deserve. 

Okay, now I can hear some of you saying, be 
quiet, Harold. Don’t do it! They’re really starting 
to get rattled now, Harold, they’re starting to get 
scared, and a scared tyrant is a dangerous tyrant. 


If you say anything you might really piss them 
off, and we all know that’s the secret, right? Say 
just enough to make a bit of a stir in our wee little 
Movement but don’t cross the line and really piss 
the people with power off, or they might smush 
you like a bug. Come on, Harold, remember, dis¬ 
cretion is the better part of valor. You really need 
to keep quiet on this one. 

Yeah, well, discretion may be the better part of 
valor, but it’s never been quite my style, has it? 
So what the hell? I guess I’ll take another run at 
getting myself arrested. 

I have been repeatedly told by everyone from 
hecklers and Jews and Goat Dancers on up to 
genuinely admiring and well-meaning friends and 
fans that nothing of the kind I describe in my five 
Northwest novels will ever take place, that as en¬ 
joyable as they are, my books are fantasies and 
they will never happen. The White man will never 
rise in revolt against the dictatorship in Washing¬ 
ton D.C. and if he did, it would never work? 

Wouldn’t it work? Could we really never win? 
Maybe not. But let’s look at this for a moment. 
What I’m going to do is simply make some obser¬ 
vations on the events of the past few months 
which should be pretty obvious to anybody with 
two brain cells to rub together, but which may get 
me in trouble because I’m the one who’s saying 
them, and I am saying them to you. 

This is one of the things about that Bill White 
case that I can never get any traction on with most 
of you guys: White is in prison for publishing ma¬ 
terial on the internet which was in fact a matter of 
public record, but which he was not allowed to 
publish or say, because of who he was and also 
because of who his alleged audience was, i.e. he 
was allegedly speaking for he benefit of “White 
supreemists” who by definition are wicked and 
violent and evil. 

Well, not legal definition: I don’t recall any 
actual federal statute or act of the state legislature 
stating that anyone with White racial views is to 
be treated differently by the law, but, you know 
what I mean. And yeah, that’s about what the 
judge in the Bill White case said: “Everybody 
knows these White boys are wicked and evil and 
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violent and Bill White is a neo-Natzy and there¬ 
fore the law doesn’t apply to them.” 

No kidding, that’s what he ruled. A judge. In 
court. He ruled that prosecution can be based not 
on what you do, but on who you are. So much for 
equality under the law. So yeah, it’s possible that 
they’ll finally decide to haul me away when I 
make certain very simple and perfectly obvious 
comments about the Boston bombing case which 
would naturally occur to a ten year-old, but be¬ 
cause I am the one saying these things and you 
are the ones listening to them, somebody’s going 
to end up doing 40 years in the cell next to Edgar 
Steele. Well, we’ll see. Here goes: 

Let’s start with what we know. Four times in 
the past four months, a small number of young 
men have raised holy hell with the system, al¬ 
though in one case it turned out not to be young 
men but one mean and crazy middle-aged couple. 
They have done this by physically striking at the 
muscle men and the creeps in the expensive suits 
who keep the dictatorship in power, and in the 
final case in Boston, by striking publicly at an 
iconic liberal event in the bluest of all blue states, 
one with a nigger governor where the private 
ownership of firearms is all but forbidden out¬ 
right. I think the psychological effect of the fact 
that the precious Boston Marathon was hit drove 
the ruling party far more batshit than the death of 
a White child did. 

Assuming that 28 year-old Evan Ebel did in 
fact whack the Colorado prison commandant and 
he’s not just a patsy the police fit into the frame, 
then three of these people were White. One was 
black, and two were woggish, so this transcends 
racial lines, which I’m sure should make Chris 
Mathews happy. We’re looking at the effect on 
our society when individuals lose their fear and 
when they actually strike at targets from among 
the genuine progressive power elite, or in the case 
of the Boston Marathon, a target that is highly 
morally significant to the elite 

In two cases, that of Christopher Dorner and 
the two Chechens in Boston, they managed effec¬ 
tively to shut down major American metropoli, 
sending Los Angeles and Boston into lockdown 
while the established power structure hurled mas¬ 
sive amounts of money and technology, as well as 
huge numbers of weapons and muscle men after 
one man in one case and two men in the second. 


In the case of the Texas lawyer rub-outs, back 
a few weeks ago, when it was believed there was 
a serious chance that it was done by the Aryan 
Brotherhood and that these killings might be an 
act of organized resistance, a senior District At- 

... Tell me again how a properly 
planned insurgency, such as I de¬ 
scribe in my novels, could never 
ever work in this country? 

torney in Houston fled into the night in terror, re¬ 
signing from the AB legal case in fear of his life, 
which to even the most dim-witted individual has 
to be an indication that if anyone ever did decide 
to engage in a proactive form of resistance, it 
would accomplish its goal. 

We actually made one of those expensive suits 
turn and run, even if it turned out it wasn’t really 
us but a corrupt Texas judge and his weird¬ 
looking hag of a wife who did it. The psychologi¬ 
cal victory was ours. So tell me again how a prop¬ 
erly planned insurgency, such as I describe in my 
novels, could never ever work in this country? 
Judging from their hysterical reactions to one 
crazy nigger with a few guns and two Chechen 
muzhiks with a few pressure cookers, I don’t see 
how anybody can deny it’s possible, given a 
proper effort by insurgents who had some balls 
and some cop-on. 

But lest I seem to be making a mountain out of 
four molehills here, let’s take a look at the entire 
state of the nation which is keeping our people in 
a state of subservience and the government of 
which is plotting our genocide. Never mind the 
dictatorship itself, let’s look at the so-called 
American people: 

Suicide has surpassed car crashes as the lead¬ 
ing cause of injury death for Americans. Even 
more disturbing, in the world’s largest military, 
more U.S. soldiers died last year by suicide than 
in combat. I can’t find any racial figure on mili¬ 
tary suicide rates, but I would imagine that most 
of these are White soldiers and servicemen who 
basically can’t handle military discipline and a 
structured environment; they find themselves 
stuck out on some godforsaken mountain in Af¬ 
ghanistan or cesspit in Yemen with not a shop¬ 
ping mall or a Starbucks in sight and they can’t 
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handle it. Or else they’re White female soldiers 
who joined up because they thought it would be 
like on the politically correct television shows 
and in the liberal movies they were brought up 
on, one big feminist adventure where they would 
show the guys how equal they are, and they got 
to Iraq and Afghanistan and found themselves 
gang-raped out back of the mess tent by their 
black and brown fellow soldiers. I have been un¬ 
able to obtain any racial figures on military rape, 
either; I imagine the Pentagon keeps such statis¬ 
tics highly classified, but anybody who grew up 
in this filthy America of Barack Obama’s knows 
what the story is there. 

Fully one-third of the nation’s employees suf¬ 
fer what various agencies term chronic debilitat¬ 
ing stress, and more than half of all quote- 
unquote “millennials” (which is 18 to 33 year 
olds) experience a level of stress that keeps them 
awake at night, including large numbers diag¬ 
nosed with depression or anxiety disorder. 

I am almost 60 years old and I 
remember that in the good old days 
before integration and immigration 
and multiculturalism and all that 
crap, WE DID NOT HAVE 
THESE PROBLEMS. 

No, we didn V. 


The Centers for Disease Control tells us that 
one in five of all high-school-aged children in 
the United States has been diagnosed with 
ADHD, and one in five preteens - children aged 
six to 12 - have been medically diagnosed with 
either ADHD, anxiety, depression or bipolar dis¬ 
order. I can’t find any racial breakdowns on that 
either, but I am almost 60 years old and I re¬ 
member that in the good old days before integra¬ 
tion and immigration and multiculturalism and 
all that crap, we did not have these problems. 

No, we didn’t. I can’t remember r unnin g 
across a single autistic of ADHD kid during all 
my 12 years of public school. Insofar as these 
things are real at all, which I question, they are 
the result of the last 30 years of diversity and 
politically correct rule. 


Incredibly, 11 percent of all Americans aged 12 
and older are currently taking SSRI antidepres¬ 
sants - those are the highly controversial, mood- 
altering psychiatric drugs with the FDA’s suicide 
warning label and which show a correlation with 
shooting spree killers, especially kids who turn 
out to be school shooters. Women are especially 
prone to depression, with a stunning 23 percent of 
all American women in their 40s and 50s - that’s 
almost one in four - now taking antidepressants, 
according to a major study by the CDC; 

Add to that the tens of millions of users of all 
other types of psychiatric drugs, including (just to 
pick one) the 6.4 million American children be¬ 
tween 4 and 17 diagnosed with ADHD and pre¬ 
scribed Ritalin or similar psycho-stimulants. 
Throw in the 28 percent of American adults with 
a drinking problem, that’s more than 60 million, 
plus the 22 million using illegal drugs like mari¬ 
juana, cocaine, heroin, hallucinogens and inha¬ 
lants, and pretty soon a picture emerges of a na¬ 
tion of drug-takers, with hundreds of millions de¬ 
pendent on one toxic substance or another - legal 
or illegal - to “help” them deal with the stresses 
and problems of life. 

Getting back to this question of whether or not 
a serious insurgency by serious people could suc¬ 
ceed? I’d say the chances are damned good, again 
presuming that the insurgents were capable 
adults. If we ever did manage to put together an 
NVA, we’d be fighting against a nation of junkies 
and crazies who are doped up on meds all the 
time, a government so corrupt and incompetent 
they can’t even make the planes fiy on time or 
keep the White House open for school tours, and 
military so desperate for manpower that they re¬ 
cruit the same drug addicts, mentally ill freaks, 
criminals, and morons to serve as their soldiers. 

I could say that twelve years ago nineteen 
young men with box cutters damned near brought 
the whole house of cards down, but that would 
start up all the 9/11 conspiracy rants again, so I’ll 
just point out that one nigger with a gun and a 
couple of crude lEDs sent two cities into lock- 
down and caused this society’s ruling class to 
freak out and run around like chickens with their 
heads cut off 

Now, let’s say there were some kind of NVA: 
a thousand, two thousand men, more, all acting in 
organized teams and with a specific, obtainable 
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political goal, not just engaging in random de¬ 
struction. In view of America’s performance 
over the past five months, explain to me again 
how we could never win? 

[Okay, this time for the benefit of you 
younger sprogs who didn ‘t have the privilege of 
knowing and reading these guys in their time, 
here's a kind of Classic Corner for you, three 
essays by genuinely great White men whose 
names all of us ought to know. - HAC] 

The Shadow of Empire: 
Francis Parker Yockey 
After Twenty Years 

by Revilo P. Oliver 
(The American Mercury, June 1966) 

IN 1857, less than fifty thousand British 
troops overawed and held in check the whole of 
the teeming subcontinent of India while sup¬ 
pressing the mutiny of almost a quarter of a mil¬ 
lion sepoys, native troops whom they had trained 
and armed. Less than a hundred years later, the 
British, at a time when they had at their disposal 
tanks, airplanes, high-explosive and incendiary 
bombs, poison gas, and all the other weapons of 
modem warfare that are, by their very nature, a 
monopoly of great powers, meekly and cravenly 
surrendered India — not only surrendered the 
territory, but, hat in hand, recognized as equal or 
superior “nations” the natives whom a few regi¬ 
ments had once reduced to total submission. 

In a century the British, for whom the deter¬ 
mination and blood of their heroes had won an 
empire on which the sun never set, were reduced 
— or reduced themselves — to a herd of sheep, 
huddled together on an island, on which the sun 
may soon set for the last time. And now, that 
there may be no debasement that they have not 
brought on themselves, the cud-chewing herd 
have endorsed by their votes a scabrous agitator, 
the hireling of international criminals, on whose 
behalf he notoriously plans to use the remnant of 
the British army to despoil and butcher the yet 
virile and rational British in Rhodesia. That vile 
policy may fail, and the unspeakable Mr. Wilson 
may be unable to please his employers by fur¬ 


nishing their pet cannibals with white meat. But 
morally it is not the result but the intent that 
counts, and all who voted for an arrant traitor to 
his race and people will henceforth bear on their 
brows the indelible mark of Cain. 

Britain is one of the terrible 
spectacles of history that no man 
can contemplate without feeling a 
melancholy blend of pity and awe 
— that no thinking man can 
contemplate without asking himself 
whether such cataclysmic changes 
are wrought by the weakness and 
folly of men or by blind and 
ineluctable forces of nature. That is 
the great problem of history. 


Britain is one of the terrible spectacles of his¬ 
tory that no man can contemplate without feeling 
a melancholy blend of pity and awe — that no 
thinking man can contemplate without asking 
himself whether such cataclysmic changes are 
wrought by the weakness and folly of men or by 
blind and ineluctable forces of nature. That is the 
great problem of history. 

Urgent Problem 

For us, the problem became urgent in the 
early decades of the Twentieth Century, when 
thoughtful men began to suspect or foresee that 
the world’s mightiest civilization was moving 
rapidly toward a climax that might be catastrophe. 
There have been many attempts to ascertain and 
formulate laws of history that would enable us to 
predict —or, perchance, to control—our future. 
This study, both analytic and synthetic, of the his¬ 
torical process is often called historionomy, and 
by now it has produced thousands of books and 
articles — but the powerful and original minds 
that have been engaged in this inquiry do not 
number more than a score. As a kind of introduc¬ 
tion to them (including Francis Parker Yockey), I 
undertook a survey of which the first four install¬ 
ments appeared in American Opinion for May, 
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June, November, and December, 1963. 

The great modern philosopher of history is, of 
course, Oswald Spengler, whose Decline of the 
West formulated the problem in terms so clear 
and universal that everything written on the sub¬ 
ject since 1918 has perforce had to be a commen¬ 
tary on Spengler — an attempt to extend, modify, 
or refute his magisterial synthesis. That great 
work, which has certainly been read and pondered 
by all who are interested in a philosophy of his¬ 
tory, is not the clearest and most immediate proof 
of Spengler’s genius. That is to be found in a 
shorter and later book that comparatively few 
seem to have read. Die Jahre der Ent-scheidung , 
of which the first volume was published in Ger¬ 
many (Munich, 1933) and felicitously translated 
into English by Charles Francis Atkinson as The 
Hour of Decision (New York, Knopf, 1934). _ 

This is not a book for liberal 
intellectuals or other children. No 
man can study history until he has 
learned that he must study it 
objectively and dispassionately, 
without reference to his emotions or 
predilections. 

The displeasure of the Hitlerian regime pre¬ 
cluded the publication of a second volume during 
Spengler’s lifetime, and it is reported that no 
manuscript of it was found among his papers by 
his executors. The published volume, however, is 
complete in itself and, as a cogent and accurate 
analysis of the contemporary world, does not de¬ 
pend for its validity on Spengler’s philosophy. It 
has been abundantly confirmed by subsequent 
events, and it is nothing less than a basic textbook 
for all who would understand the world today. 
The German text has been reprinted (Munich, C. 
H. Beck, DM 9.60) and is readily available; the 
English translation, I understand, can still occa¬ 
sionally be found on the second-hand market. 


that at least a general understanding of Spengler’s 
historionomy is taken for granted in the pages of 
Yockey’s major work. But the young American 
had his own method and reached conclusions of 
his own. We must recognize in him a powerful 
and original mind. And we must be grateful that 
his Imperium, which a few years ago was one of 
the rarest of rare books, is now available in a 
handsome and beautifully printed edition from the 
Noontide Press. 

1 . 

This is not a book for liberal intellectuals or 
other children. No man can study history until he 
has learned that he must study it objectively and 
dispassionately, without reference to his emotions 
or predilections. Whether you view Caesar with 
admiration or horror, whether you love or hate 
him, has nothing whatever to do with the fact that 
he was victorious at Pharsalus. 

No man should consider problems in historion¬ 
omy if he does not realize that the only question 
before him will be the accuracy of the diagnosis or 
prognosis. The validity of the analysis does not in 
the least depend on the reader’s emotional reac¬ 
tion to the future that it portends. When a physi¬ 
cian diagnoses diabetes or arteriosclerosis or can¬ 
cer, the only question is whether he has observed 
the symptoms accurately and reasoned from them 
correctly. Our wish that the patient did not have 
the disease is utterly irrelevant. 

Infantile minds, accustomed to living almost 
entirely in the vaporous realm of their own imagi¬ 
nation, are incapable of distinguishing between 
reality and their own fancies. That is why I coun¬ 
sel liberal intellectuals not to read Imperium. If 
they are able to understand it, the book will cer¬ 
tainly send them into a tantrum and may induce a 
paroxysmic fit. They had better stay in their aca¬ 
demic lecture-halls or other play-pens, where they 
can be happy making mud-pies, which they can 
call “world peace” and about which they can 
dance in a circle, chanting 


Spengler’s Disciple Higgledy-piggledy, my fat hen, 

Now we’ve got a big U.N. 

Francis Parker Yockey proudly proclaimed 

himself the disciple of the man to whom he often I also hope that Imperium will not fall into the 
refers as simply The Philosopher, and it is true hands of tenderhearted Conservatives who want to 
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Love Everybody. Those dear ladies have noble 
souls, but they are much too good for this world. 

IL 

Spengler’s morphology of history and there¬ 
fore Yockey’s, is open to challenge at some 
points that are so basic that they are virtually 
premises. It will here suffice to mention briefly 
three cardinal points. 

(1) There is undoubtedly an analogy between 
civilized society and a biological organism, The 
frontispiece to the first edition of Hobbe’s Levia¬ 
than (1651) depicts a giant whose enormous body 
is composed of an infinite multitude of men and 
women, each of whom is a tiny and scarcely dis¬ 
cernible part of the giant’s hair or eyes or fingers 
or other organs. As a symbolic representation of 
the complex unity of a nation or civilization, that 
has validity. In that sense, one of Spengler’s fol¬ 
lowers, Alexander Raven, is justified in speaking 
of a culture as a “divine superman” formed of 
millions of human beings. 

But the symbolic analogy does not prove that a 
culture, which is by definition a body of common 
beliefs and values — of thoughts and sentiments 
that are impalpable and immaterial — is itself a 
biological organism subject to the biological 
processes that decree the birth, adolescence, ma¬ 
turity, senescence, and death of all living things. 
Why need a culture decay? How can a body of 
concepts and ideas suffer physical deterioration? 
The hypothesis that cultures have a life-cycle de¬ 
pends on Spengler’s chronological parallels, of 
which the most important and best documented is 
obtained by positing that Classical civilization 
was completely distinct from, and alien to, our 
own. This forces Spengler, Yockey, Raven, Law¬ 
rence Brown, and others to dismiss as a “pseudo- 
morphosis,” a kind of universal hallucination, the 
West’s absolute certainty, down to the Twentieth 
Century, that it was a continuation of Graeco- 
Roman civilization. 

The problem thus posed is intricate, and one 
would have to write a treatise to discuss it. I can¬ 
not, however, be persuaded that a thousand indi¬ 
cations of very close relationship are illusory. For 
example, of all the cultures and civilizations that 
flourished on this earth before ours, only the Clas¬ 
sical ascertained that the earth is a globe and only 


the Classical saw that the earth could be moving 
in an annual orbit about the sun. No other people, 
so far as we know, had a mentality that could con¬ 
ceive of a spherical earth or contemplate the pos¬ 
sibility that the earth was not the center of the 
universe. One could cite many other, examples, 
equally significant. 

Pseudo-Science 

(3) Spengler assumed such plasticity of human 
nature that he greatly underestimated and almost 
ignored the biological differences between human 
beings. Spengler was deceived by the pseudo¬ 
scientific data forged or distorted by the school of 
Franz Boas, a twisted little man consumed with 
hatred of the stupid Americans who had admitted 
him to their country and endowed him with a lush 
professorship — which he used to peddle pro- 
Communist propaganda under the guise of 
“science.” (On Boas, see the Veritas Foundation’s 
The Great Deceit: Social Pseudo-Sciences, which 
is an excellent and indeed invaluable book, al¬ 
though unfortunately marred by some historical 
errors in digression that are irrelevant to the main 
subject. The book is entirely reliable in its de¬ 
scription of the ways in which Fabian-Socialist- 
Bolshevik conspirators infiltrated, captured, and 
debauched American colleges and universities.) 

Spengler cites Boas with unjustified respect, 
and Yockey follows Spengler, though with some 
prudent reservations. Both try to refute genetics 
by citing examples of apparently total cultural 
assimilation; they do not see that these could be 
explained by phenomena they recognize else¬ 
where; the cultural passivity of the majority in all 
nations and cultures, and the tendency of isolated 
individuals to adapt themselves to the society in 
which they find themselves. It is true that Orien¬ 
tals in the West have conformed, with apparent 
eagerness and sincerity, to Occidental culture; it 
is also true that white men have “gone native” 
among the American Indians and Polynesians. 
The one example proves no more than the other. 

Race Ignored 

Spengler virtually ignores race as a biological 
reality and even uses the word “race” in a non- 
biological sense to designate full participation in a 
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culture. But no culture, however much of a 
“divine superman” it may be, can change the 
color of a man’s eyes or the shape of his skull, 
nor is it likely that it can change the convolutions 
of his brain or his moral (or immoral) instincts, 
although, of course, it can, by social pressures 
and, in extreme cases, force, inhibit or divert the 
indulgence of those instincts. The late William S. 
Haas, in The Destiny of the Mind, East and West, 
(New York, Macmillan, 1956), has conclusively 
shown that there are at least two fundamentally 
different mental processes and ways of thinking, 
each of which is incomprehensible to the other. 

For Yockey, the question is less critical than 
for Spengler. Yockey is concerned primarily with 
showing that “race-differences between White 
men, which means Western men, is vanishingly 
small” in comparison with the gulfs that separate 
Western men from Negroes and Orientals. That, 
no one can deny. 

III. 

Imperium contains a number of historical over¬ 
sights and lapses, such as are inevitable when a 
man tries to generalize from a vast mass of com¬ 
plex details — inevitable even when the author 
writes in a well-stocked library after decades of 
intensive study and meditation. Yockey, it must 
be remembered, was a young man of thirty-one, 
by profession a lawyer, who wrote in a room of 
an isolated inn on the lonely shore of the Irish Sea 
north of St. George’s Channel — wrote from 
memory in a fire of inspiration and while still 
feeling the moral revulsion caused, by his partici¬ 
pation in the early stages of the obscene farce that 
was enacted at Nuremberg to provide a hypocriti¬ 
cal pretext for the lynchings that the United States 
carried out as a pawn of the International Com¬ 
munist Conspiracy. I shall merely list the three 
most conspicuous historical errors. 

(1) When Yockey wrote that Germany, during 
the five hundred years that followed 1267, was 
comparatively spared and did not suffer as great a 
loss of life in war as other European nations, he 
momentarily forgot the Thirty Years War, which 
he mentions in other connections. 

(2) His statement that the bloody do-gooders 
of the French Revolution killed “between two and 
four thousand” during the Terror comes from a 


confused recollection of a figure given for a few 
days. Prudhomme, who participated in part of that 
democratic orgy and certainly had no reason to 
exaggerate, computed the total number of victims 
of the Terror at 1,022,351, exclusive of the mas¬ 
sacres at Toulon, Marseilles, Bedouin, La Force, 
£md many other places. 

[I’m sorry, far be it from me to contradict a 
giant like Dr. Oliver, but that’s just not right. 
The actual Terror avec La Guillotine and little 
old ladies knitting on the sidelines d la Tale of 
Two Cities during the French Revolution lasted 
about 23 months, depending on which schol¬ 
arly analysis you accept. I date it from the Sep¬ 
tember Massacres of 1792 until Robespierre 
and his crew got a shave from the National Ra¬ 
zor themselves in August of 1794, and Thermi- 
dor became something other than a way of 
preparing lobster. (Sorry, obscure historical 
humor there.) IMHO the best estimate of those 
murdered by these early Bolshevik loons is 
around 40,000, not only lopped heads but in¬ 
cluding the Vendee firing squads and maniacs 
like Jean-Baptiste Carrier, who carried out 
mass drownings called noyades in the prov¬ 
inces. You have to remember, the black- 
powder and crude hand-forged steel technol¬ 
ogy of the 1790s wasn’t really up to seven- 
figure slaughter. That had to wait for a later 
generation of Bolsheviks. - HAC] 

The Jewish Race 

(3) When Yockey concluded that the Jewish 
“race” (in his non-biological sense of the word) 
was formed by the ghettoes of Mediaeval Europe, 
he probably did not know that the historical re¬ 
cord extends over twenty-five centuries. There is 
no reason to suppose that the Jews who migrated 
to the Mediaeval cities and established their ghet¬ 
toes aroused more resentment among the Chris¬ 
tian populations than the Jews who settled on an 
island in the Nile near the First Cataract aroused 
among the native Egyptian population in the fifth 
century B.C. Yockey’s mistake, by the way, viti¬ 
ates the parallel that he draws between the Jews in 
Europe and the Parsees in India. 

Such errors of detail do not invalidate the gen¬ 
eral thesis of Imperium. Yockey’s analysis of the 
forces that are eroding our civilization is signifi- 
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cantly supported by the fact that Lawrence R. 
Brown, who wrote when Imperium was almost 
unprocurable and seems never to have heard of it, 
reached substantially the same conclusions by an 
entirely different method in his learned and lucid 
work. The Might of the West (New York, Obolen¬ 
sky, 1963). And in several distinct areas, the fu¬ 
ture that Yockey forecast in 1947 seems to be tak¬ 
ing shape before our eyes today. Imperium is not 
a revelation of an ineluctable future, but it is a 
work that we must study and ponder, if we would 
act intelligently in our time. 

Distressing Philosophy 

With few exceptions, American conservatives 
will be deeply distressed by Imperium. In the 
United States today, virtually all of the opposition 
to the Communist takeover now in progress 
comes from men and women who believe firmly 
in the principles on which our Constitution was 
founded, and who are working, often with dedica¬ 
tion and devotion, to restore what they regard as 
the fundamentals of civilized society: a strictly 
limited government, the feasible maximum of 
personal liberty, a free market of private enter¬ 
prise, and a society that is reasonably cohesive 
and homogeneous because the intelligent indi¬ 
viduals in it will accept certain common moral 
values from an inner conviction, and will, further¬ 
more, be able to control, by their influence and 
activity, the legislative and other decisions that 
the society makes. 

The future prefigured by Yockey is 
an almost complete antithesis to 
what American conservatives want 
and hope to attain. The one point of 
agreement is that the Bolsheviks 
and their feral conspiracy must be 
defeated and destroyed. 


(I suppose that most conservatives realize, al¬ 
though they do not say, that the last point implies 
some limitation of suffrage at least as stringent as 
that which prevailed in the various states and was 
taken for granted at the time that the Constitution 
was formulated.) 


The conservative attitude, furthermore, seeks 
peace and tranquility, both domestic and foreign, 
regarding war as a regrettable necessity of na¬ 
tional self-defense, and categorically rejecting 
foreign conquests except in such limited areas as 
may be strategically necessary for defense. 

(This opposition to imperialism is, for the most 
part, rational: it has nothing to do with sentimen¬ 
tal and usually hypocritical sniveling about under¬ 
privileged cannibals and underdeveloped barbari¬ 
ans; it is based on the observation that imperial 
nations have to disperse and dissipate the most 
valuable part of their population, and are likely to 
find that an authoritarian government is the price 
of empire.) 

The future prefigured by Yockey is an almost 
complete antithesis to what American conserva¬ 
tives want and hope to attain. The one point of 
agreement is that the Bolsheviks and their feral 
conspiracy must be defeated and destroyed. What 
Yockey offers us, apart from that, is shocking: an 
authoritarian and absolute government under a 
new line of Caesars, where personal libertv is re¬ 
stricted by the need for solidarity, discipline in all 
matters of political importance, an economy con¬ 
trolled and regulated by the Caesars and a society 
that coheres by virtue of an ethos that will, if nec¬ 
essary, be ruthlessly enforced. And such domestic 
peace as we may know can be attained only by 
recognizing the West’s inner imperative of abso¬ 
lute imperialism.. 

Salutary Experience 

That is why a reading of Imperium is a salu¬ 
tary experience for thoughtful American conser¬ 
vatives today. It forces us, to reexamine the reali¬ 
ties of the situation before us, and to decide to 
what extent our objectives are still possible. For 
most of us, I am certain, there will be no question 
of changing in any way our conception of what is 
desirable. The problem will be that of deciding 
which, if any, of our specific objectives we 
should abandon because they can no longer be 
attained. If we abandon any, we shall do so in the 
spirit of men who, on a crippled ship, jettison 
some or all of the cargo because otherwise they 
would have no chance of bringing the ship and 
themselves to port. We shall do so for the reasons 
that impel a man to abandon his most valuable 
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possessions in a burning house in order to save 
his wife and children. 

Historical Question 

We are confronted by an historical question 
which each of us must solve for himself. No man 
was ever more devoted to the concept of a repub¬ 
lican and rational government than Cicero: in the 

Our immediate and urgent problem, 
though complicated by some factors 
peculiar to the modern world, is 
essentially the one that Cicero and 
his honorable contemporaries 
faced: What is it now possible for us 
to salvage and preserve? And what 
must we be prepared to sacrifice in 
order to save what can be saved? 


end, he gave his life for it. But had Cicero, at any 
point in his career, been able to foresee as inevita¬ 
ble that long series of national calamities that 
eventually brought the Roman world under the 
superficially disguised but absolute despotism of 
Caesar’s heir and more ruthless successor, would 
Cicero have changed his policy and worked to 
hasten, rather than avert, the end of the republic? 

The Romans of the next century whose senti¬ 
ments are brilliantly expressed in Lucan’s so¬ 
norous and threnodic epic, had not yet lost their 
understanding of republican principles, but they 
bitterly regretted that their ancestors had not rec¬ 
ognized and accepted in time what Yockey calls 
“the inner imperative of absolute imperialism.” 
The question, then, is whether what Cicero 
did not foresee was really inevitable 
(as Yockey believes) or could it have been 
averted by the exercise of human prudence and 
courage in the hours of decision? Or did the fatal¬ 
ity lie precisely in the composition of the Roman 
people, because they had, by Cicero’s time, so 
deteriorated that they were no longer willing to 
pay the economic and social price of liberty and 
were therefore incapable of permitting the exer¬ 
cise of the prudence and courage necessary to 
preserve it? 


The American conservative today is essen¬ 
tially in Cicero’s position — which is not, per¬ 
haps, astonishing, since Cicero, more than any 
other man, by his thought and example, inspired 
our Constitution. Our immediate and urgent prob¬ 
lem, though complicated by some factors peculiar 
to the modem world, is essentially the one that 
Cicero and his honorable contemporaries faced: 
What is it now possible for us to salvage and pre¬ 
serve? And what must we be prepared to sacrifice 
in order to save what can be saved? 

Great Value 

The great value of Imperium is that it forces us 
to reconsider our position realistically. We cannot 
afford the least sentimentality or illusion; we must 
not equate words with deeds; we dare not mistake 
wishes for possibilities. Our situation is too des¬ 
perate. We must understand that we, the civilized 
men of the West, are a minority in this world — a 
small minority hated with an abiding and impla¬ 
cable rancor by the vast and teeming barbarism 
that surrounds us and by the Neanderthals in our 
midst. We exist today only through the power of 
the technology of which we are the sole creators. 
And Yockey is indubitably right when he reminds 
us that “technical superiority is helpless in the last 
analysis unless it is accompanied by superiority of 
will-power, of the will-to-conquer.” 

The issue is simply the survival of the West. It 
is by no means certain — in my opinion, it is not 
even likely — that to survive we shall have to re¬ 
sign ourselves to the loss of all or even most of 
what Yockey would have us resign to the Caesars. 
But if Imperium shocks us into a realization of 
how precarious are our chances of survival, and 
of how hard we shall have to fight for everything 
that we save, it will mark an epoch in our history. 


Chrysalis 

by Bruce Carroll Pierce 
Briider Schweigen P.O.W. 

(This one needs regular reprinting.) 

The definition of chrysalis is the process 
whereby a caterpillar enters its cocoon and begins 
the transformation of becoming the butterfly we 
have all come to appreciate. In this case I am re- 
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ferring to the term as meaning something in the 
process of change, a metamorphosis or transfor¬ 
mation that takes place in all things for better or 
worse. More specifically, I am referring to the 
emotional and spiritual change occurring in each 
of us every day, for good or bad as a result of the 
environmental factors of our surroundings. 

Our environment is determined largely by the 
effects of the media upon us, be it print or screen, 
and now including the internet. The values pro¬ 
moted by the media (and internet) are very often 
contrary to those we in the Cause hold dear. They 
promote sodomy; we, heterosexuality. They, 
promiscuity; we, monogamy. They, international¬ 
ism; we, nationalism. They, democracy; we, the¬ 
ocracy or National Socialism. They, miscegena¬ 
tion; we, racial purity. They, welfare; we, individ¬ 
ual charity. They, tax extortion; we, tithe. They, 
immorality; we, virtue. They, materialism; we, 
idealism. Etc. etc. 

There is no escape from the negative influ¬ 
ences of our surroundings unless counteracted by 
a force, influence or example of equal or greater 
intensity. Where do we look for a positive influ¬ 
ence and example? I hope to offer in this article 
some counterweight to these dangerous influences 
of our environment upon our men and their duty 
to the Cause and their families. 

I am an unabashed Primitive Christian and my 
perspective will be from that point of view. Still, I 
think that most of what follows can still be ap¬ 
plied to each man of the Cause whatever his moti¬ 
vation and beliefs. 

The negative effects of the media upon our 
environment are incalculable, insidious and often 
without our awareness. Not unlike the proverbial 
frog being slowly boiled alive upon the kitchen 
stove. They remind me of a short story I heard 
long ago: To Serve Man. It seems aliens from a 
distant planet landed on earth and soon began to 
solve all of mankind’s problems. When asked 
why they were so benevolent, they answered by 
proffering as evidence a large bound book titled 
in their script. To Serve Man. Meanwhile, excited 
throngs of earthlings began to travel on the aliens’ 
star ships to their distant home planet. Then ar¬ 
rived one day an excited young linguist who upon 
successful translation exclaimed. To Serve Man 
was a cookbook of recipes on how to prepare man 
as a dinner dish! 


The aliens among us who control the media 
that so influences our environment also proclaim 
to have benevolent motivations. We, like the un¬ 
suspecting earthlings of the story, are being 
slowly and inextricable softened up and prepared 
by these enemies of our God, race, and truth for 
the destruction of ourselves, our tradition, and all 
we hold dear. Though we, unlike the unwitting 
recipients of the aliens’ technological beneficence 

Our environment is determined 
largely by the effects of the media 
upon us, be it print or screen, and 
now including the internet The 
values promoted by the media (and 
internet) are very often contrary to 
those we in the Cause hold dear. 


are well aware of the corrupting influences and 
dangers of this wicked environment to our spirits 
and souls. Therefore, the fault of the decline of 
the proper behavior of the men of our Cause is 
largely our own, for, with foreknowledge we have 
partaken of the poison that is contributing to the 
demise of our Folk. Our enemies know that in 
order to destroy our Folk they must first weaken 
our resolve and compromise our men morally, 
which in turn weakens the family unit, which is 
the foundation and nucleus upon which our race 
and culture is founded upon. 

Having now recognized and discerned this 
change wrought in our Folk and the subsequent 
decline of the moral principle and fiber of our 
men, we must endeavor to discover what kind of 
men were our fathers and the generation of our 
fathers before the advent of the negative media 
influence on our environment. Hopefully, we 
should be able to identify those virtues our Folk 
once considered sacred and venerated and those 
men we held up as examples we wished to resem¬ 
ble, and we will compare them to virtues of the 
men we have become. 

To find such an example we need only cast our 
attention back not to the dim ages of antiquity, 
but a mere 150 years ago to consider a man, who, 
in my humble opinion was the most noble and 
honorable White man bom in North America: 
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We cast aside commitments and 
vows with ease when the ethic of 
the situation does not serve our 
selfish needs. Too often our wives 
and children are cast off when they 
no longer excite us, suit our 
gratification or the responsibility 
becomes an inconvenience. We mix 
and change them like so much 
clothing. We despise the immoral 
antics of non-Caucasians, yet we 
behave in a fashion no better than 
they. 


Robert E. Lee. 

It is not that he was a great Confederate gen¬ 
eral during the War Between the States; or rather 
War of Northern Aggression after the South ex¬ 
ercised her constitutional right to secede from 
the Union. This conflict was but the tragedy on 
the stage of history that brought Lee’s character 
under all conditions to our attention. A man who 
said, “Human virtue should be equal to human 
calamity.” We shall now examine how his exam¬ 
ple is worthy of our consideration and emulation. 

Robert E. Lee’s religion blended with the 
code of noblesse oblige—or honor impels. This, 
equally with his devotion to duty, resolved every 
issue in his life to black and white. There was no 
zone of gray or situational ethics in his life. His 
belief in God, and, as a gentleman of noble soul, 
never permitted him to break a vow or mistreat a 
friend, foe or creature and to always honor his 
word, even if such were to unaccountably re¬ 
bound against his intentions. A man who said, 
“Duty is the sublimest word in our language. 
You carmot do more. You should never wish to 
do less.” 

How few of us men nowadays say as much? 
We cast aside commitments and vows with ease 
when the ethic of the situation does not serve our 
selfish needs. Too often our wives and children 
are cast off when they no longer excite us, suit 
our gratification or the responsibility becomes an 
inconvenience. We mix and change them like so 


much clothing. We despise the immoral antics of 
non-Caucasians, yet we behave in a fashion no 
better than they. 

Robert E. Lee was never a self-promoter and 
never sought praise or attempted to capitalize on 
his good name. Nor after the Civil War did he at¬ 
tempt to avoid the potential consequences of his 
decision to support the Southern states’ fight to 
secede. 

After the war Lee was destitute and his profes¬ 
sion gone. When offered $50,000 a year for the 
use of his name he said, “My name is not for sale 
at any price.” When an English Lord offered him 
an estate and $15,000 a year he said, “I must 
abide the fortunes and share the fate of my peo¬ 
ple.” 

How many of us in this “me first” generation 
of self-promotion that characterizes our age strive 
for the same humility and selfishness that has al¬ 
ways distinguished the very best men of our 
Race? Instead of seeking exaltation and to be 
served, let us first serve with self-sacrifice and 
nobility our God, our Families, and The Cause. 

Robert E. Lee, it is said, “was calm when oth¬ 
ers were anxious, loving when they hated and si¬ 
lent when they spoke with bitter tongue.” While 
in the U.S. Army before the Civil War Lee was 
asked his opinion of a fellow officer who had, in 
fact, been slandering him. Lee gave a good report 
of the man. When asked if he knew what the man 
had said about him he said, “Yes, but you asked 
my opinion of him, not his of me.” 

Too often we are bitter with our circumstances 
and slander one another treacherously for trivial 
reasons of dislike and pettiness. Particularly when 
others do not share our opinions. This is unbe¬ 
coming in any people. Especially in those of us 
who are ambassadors of The Cause. 

Robert E. Lee was brave. His long, long indiffer¬ 
ence to danger bears out his bravery, both during 
the war with Mexico and the Civil War. Though 
the commander of the “Army of Northern Vir¬ 
ginia,” he attempted, on several desperate occa¬ 
sions, to lead a counter charge. President Eisen¬ 
hower said in defense of Lee, “A nation of men of 
Lee’s caliber would be unconquerable in spirit 
and soul.” 

In an age of hedonism, materialism and the 
extreme of creature comforts, how many of us are 
idealistic, selfless, and brave enough to risk our 
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very lives for a cause outside of our immediate self- 
interest and the truth it represents? 

These few examples of Lee’s character and vir¬ 
tue under all conditions should suffice to serve as 
an example of the type of man we should strive to 
emulate. I know of no one this side of the grave that 
possesses the same degree of attributes that he did. 
Senator Ben Hill of Georgia said before the U.S. 
Senate, “... he was a friend without treachery, a foe 
without hate, a Christian without hypocrisy and a 
man without guile ....” 

Still, while we yet breathe, we must always 
“practice virtue until it becomes a habit.” And daily 
teach those virtues to our children in word and ex¬ 
ample and hold them up as the highest worth and 
value a man can attain. 

Additionally, we must kindly but firmly hold 
one another accountable to a code of conduct—be 
they elders and esteemed or the young and inexperi¬ 
enced. Without accountability each man becomes a 
law unto himself determining his on standard of 
right and wrong and an isle of despotism and self- 
righteousness. By our silence we condone bad be¬ 
havior and contribute to the license and wickedness 
that will ultimately lead to disunion, anarchy and 
destruction of our Folk and culture. 

Finally, with these thoughts in mind we must 
now begin the transformation and metamorphosis 
from self-destructive and race-destructive behavior 
that we have been conditioned to. Let us erect walls 
between ourselves and turn back on this profane 
age and instead let our souls mirror what is noble, 
pure, honorable and gracious. 

Robert E. Lee’s code was found on a small piece 
of paper that no one saw until after his death: “The 
forbearing use of power does not only form a 
touchstone, but the manner in which an individual 
enjoys certain advantages over others is a test of a 
true gentleman. The power which the strong have 
over the weak, the employer over the employed, the 
educated over the unlettered, the experienced over 
the confiding, even the clever over the silly—^the 
forbearing or inoffensive use of all this power or 
authority, or total abstinence of it when the case 
admits will show the gentleman in plain light. The 
gentleman does not needlessly and unnecessarily 
remind an offender of a wrong he may have com¬ 
mitted against him. He can not only forgive, he im¬ 
parts sufficient strength to let the past be the past. A 
true man of honor feels humbled when he cannot 


help humbling others.” 

To Parade Or Not 
To Parade 

by Robert E. Miles 

We have seen what some in the right-wing 
call a parade. It is this latter variety, which con¬ 
cerns me. Few of these even qualify as a parade. 
They are closer to a picket line or a mini¬ 
demonstration than anything else. 

Before going any further, understand that I 
have marched in three or four of these racialist 
parades in my lifetime. No more than four. I re¬ 
gretted doing so for they were, to me, totally 
counterproductive. But I marched with my asso¬ 
ciates, as invited to do, despite my dislike for 
exposing the weakness of our movement to the 
world. So, don’t get me wrong. I marched along 
with many others despite the results of such 
events. But I am afraid that the term parade is 
misused when applied to recent Klan, skinhead, 
nationalist or whatever you want to label them, 
exhibitionist displays of weakness. 

I have marched in three or four of 
these racialist parades in my 
lifetime. No more than four. I 
regretted doing so for they werey to 
me, totally counterproductive. But I 
marched with my associates, as 
invited to do, despite my dislike for 
exposing the weakness of our 
movement to the world. 


To begin with, the Ku Klux Klan hasn’t been 
able to mount a sizable force for any parade in 
the last twenty years. Even the White Patriot’s 
Party, led by the arch-snitch Miller, in North 
Carolina, could not mass more than 600 march¬ 
ers. And we have counted heads from films, 
which our own cameramen produced. The Ku 
Klux Klan was never a parading organization in 
its life. You can come up with the parade in 
Washington, DC. In the I920’s and with many 
others in that era ... but these were exceptions to 
the rule. That era, the 2nd Klan era, was when 
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this country was White, Protestant and quite patri¬ 
otic. Klan parades then reflected the mood, beliefs 
and temper of the majority of American citizens. 
There is no such climate in the ZOGland of 
America of today. There is no rising tide of sup¬ 
port for any display of White Racial Pride in this 
basketball heaven of congoids and dishes. The 
only parading the original KKK did when it was 
initially active was in military force. That usually 
was by the light of the moon, not for the delight 
of the Jewish TV camera crews. It is long past 
time for the present Klan to return to the light of 
the moon and to forgo its egocentric trips that de¬ 
light the Jews and congoids on prime time. 

Strength comes from being feared. 
And when your foe has to protect 
you from the unwashed crowds you 


When we see the KKK of today parade, we see 
two thousand armed police, national guards and 
federal whatnots encompassing the fifty or so (if 
we are lucky enough to have that many) Klans- 
men marching down the street. Hordes of animal 
crackers come out of their cages to spit, shake 
fists and signs and otherwise hoot at the KKK 
marchers. Actually if I were an alien watching the 
event, I would assume the BCKK was being 
marched off to prison between ranks of soldiers to 
the delight of the mobs watching. 

It is not a sign of strength to be able to march 
while your foes delight in exposing your numbers 
and weakness. It is a sign of contempt by them for 
you. ZOG loves to be able to take you out of your 
dens and walk you like a dog so that the hooters 
and true haters can have a field day seeing you in 
such light. All they will finally need. Will be to 
lead you by chains through the streets to the new 
coliseums where the lions will await you. If you 
want to gain pity from the world, then walk like 
Christians into the games. The martyr mantle 
does not sit well atop a white robe and hood! If 
you want to play the hapless, helpless and meek 
barefoot supplicant role, fine. But don’t try to talk 
about how tough you are, how brave you are or 
how wise you are! Pity doesn’t bring respect. 
Strength comes from being feared. And when 
your foe has to protect you from the unwashed 


crowds you are not feared at all. 

Let the next parade be one of daring, strength 
and guts ... if parade you must. Deny the TV cam¬ 
eras their delights. Notify the police and officials 
that you need no protection. Indeed, if they dare 
to protect you, bring them into court for interfer¬ 
ing with your right to march. But, then, be real 
Klansmen. Actually prepare and train to be day¬ 
time marchers. Drill and practice. Recruit num¬ 
bers who like to parade and march. Recruit those 
who understand what your organization is really 
all about ... It is about being a White, Racial, 
“Mummers” marching group. Recruit a band or 
two to play while you march. Train marshals of 
your own to keep the ranks in order. Drill your 
members by squads, columns and files. Make 
them a sight to watch! Train them to be a fighting 
machine as well as a “let’s pretend” army. And no 
matter how many turn out to disturb your march, 
take them on! Head on! With trained, disciplined 
and law obeying ranks of marchers. Don’t put the 
monkey on the back of the police and army any¬ 
more. If you carmot produce, shut up until you 
can. Don’t get on the streets until you have some¬ 
thing to show. No more of this being shielded by 
the forces of ZOG anymore! 

As for me, I believe that the Ku Klux Klan is a 
vital tool, weapon and instrument of psychologi¬ 
cal warfare for the protection and perpetuation of 
our Race. Its original role was correct. It was in¬ 
visible. It was silent unless it had something to 
say. It was never seen, but it was ever present. It 
sent its members into all kinds of organizations 
with out such organizations ever knowing that it 
was the host body for such elements. Through its 
unseen but disciplined soldiers, massive member¬ 
ship organizations could be directed, courses al¬ 
tered, and objectives effected to the benefit of the 
White Race. 

Even in ZOG itself, the KKK could be effec¬ 
tive. It could be like a virus, which debilitates and 
destroys the host itself. It doesn’t take large num¬ 
bers for a virus to cripple and paralyze an animal. 
Only a small amount of toxin in the blood, and 
tiny serpent has gained a victory over the huge 
tiger. And I have never watched serpents on pa¬ 
rade in the jungle! Until we have the numbers, 
parades are counter productive. Unseen but effec¬ 
tive work will be crowned with victory parades. 
That will be time enough. That will be when our 
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strength is visible. But to play the role of the 
weakling, while boasting about your numbers, is a 
transparent veil, which even the peasant on the 
street sees through. God spare us anymore from 
these TV oriented marches! Enough of walking 
like dogs at the end of leashes held by the grin¬ 
ning and armed police and guardsmen from the 
ghettos and drill halls of the foe! Until you have 
actual numbers trained to march, until you have 
enough training of your own marshals, until you 
have your own marching bands ... Stay in the 
shadows and do the work which you have the ac¬ 
tual numbers to do. 

THE WEIRD ARYAN 
HISTORY SERIES 
Lesson #44 

(Okay, 1 admit it. I got caught on the hop by 
the end-of-the-moth crunch when the Northwest 
Observer and Radio Free Northwest converge, 
and I am just slapping something together so I 
can get this issue to the printer, get back, deal 
with a visitor, and then get back to work editing 
this week's RFN to try and get it uploaded to the 
site tonight. So Fll lay something from my Weird 
Aryan History series on you, a tale of real-life 
heroism from the Old West. 

Comrades, we really, really need to find that 
National Organizer I keep talking about. — HAC) 

The Battle of Adobe Walls 
( 1874 ) 

by Monty Rainey 

In the pre-dawn hours of June 27, 1874, 
twenty-nine people (some accounts say twenty- 
eight) were in the town of Adobe Walls, a tiny 
settlement in the Texas Panhandle. This was little 
more than an abandoned outpost, where enterpris¬ 
ing businessmen had attempted to re-kindle what 
had once been a small town and make a dollar off 
the buffalo hunters which were then a major in¬ 
dustry. The settlement consisted of two stores, a 
blacksmith and a saloon. 

Those present at Adobe Walls that night in¬ 
cluded James Hanrahan (the saloon owner), a 
twenty year-old drifter by the name of Bat 
Masterson, and a buffalo hunter named Billy 
Dixon. The only woman present was the wife of 
cook William Olds. Around 2 a.m., the lodge 


pole, holding up the sod roof of the saloon gave 
way with a loud crack. The men in the saloon as 
well as the other inhabitants immediately set 
about repairing the damage. It was this act of 
Providence that caused the inhabitants of Adobe 
Walls to be wide awake when the dawn attack by 
Indians began. 

Just a few days before, Billy Dixon had ridden 
into the tiny settlement and told of the death of 
his two friends, Dudley and Williams. He re¬ 
counted to the saloon patrons how the Comanches 
had propped their heads up so they could see what 
was happening to them. He told of how their 
tongues and ears and been cut off, then their testi¬ 
cles removed and stuffed into their mouths, be¬ 
fore finally being sliced into ribbons and dying a 
slow, torturous death. 

Now, as the men worked to repair the dam¬ 
aged roof, some 700 Plains Indians, mostly Chey¬ 
enne, Comanche and Kiowa, gathered nearby. 
The Indians were led by the Comanche war chief, 
Quanah Parker, the son of a captured white 
woman, Cynthia Arm Parker. 

Since they were already awake, Billy Dixon 
and Jim Hanrahan decided to get an early start on 
the days buffalo hunting. Hanrahan sent Billy 
Ogg to retrieve the horses that were picketed at 
nearby Adobe Walls creek. Ogg saw the Indians 
emerge from the tree lined creek bank and ran 
back to the settlement to alert the others. About 
the time he arrived, Dixon spotted the Indians as 
well and fired a shot into the air. 

At first, Dixon believed the Indians to be after 
the horses, but then realized the Indians were 
coming straight towards the settlement. Dixon 
and Ogg managed to join the several others who 
had sought refuge inside the walls of the saloon. 
Thus the surprise attack had failed. There were 
only two deaths in the initial attack, those of the 
Sadler brothers who were sleeping in their wagon. 
They were killed and scalped along with their dog 
who was killed and a patch of hide cut from the 
animal's side. 

The initial attack very nearly carried the day. 
The buffalo hunters found themselves in a close 
quarter combat, where their buffalo long guns 
were all but useless. Miraculously, the inhabitants 
of Adobe Walls were able to stave off the on¬ 
slaught of Indians with their pistols. Once the In¬ 
dians had killed all of the animals, leaving their 
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victims helpless to escape, they withdrew. The 
mornings battle had resulted in 4 dead settlers and 
an unloiown number of Indians. The bodies of 
fifteen warriors were found that were too close to 
the buildings for the Indians to have retrieved 
their bodies. 

The next few hours saw the battle waged with 
rifle fire, which was to the buffalo hunters advan¬ 
tage. The Indians had moved far enough away 
from the settlement to allow the nine men at Han- 
rahan’s saloon to send two men to Rath’s store to 
re-supply their depleted ammo. 

Quanah Parker’s medicine man, Esa-Tai, 
(literal name, coyote dung) was largely responsi¬ 
ble for the attack. The crazed medicine man has 
convinced Parker of their invincibility for the at¬ 
tack. The attacks were sporadic thereafter and on 
what is believed to have been the fourth day of 
siege, a small group of Indians had ventured to 
the edge of distant ridge to plan their next at¬ 
tack. Billy Dixon caught sight of them and asked 
Bat Masterson to hand him his Sharps 50 caliber. 
The inhabitants laughed at Dixon, exclaiming, 
“They’re a mile away!” Dixon drew down his 
aim, squeezed the trigger and watched Esa-Tai, 

Two weeks later, a team of U.S. 
Army surveyors would determine 
the distance of Dixon ^s famed shot 
to be 1,538 yards, or nine-tenths of 
a mile. 


the medicine man, fall from his mount. It was 
this act that caused the Indians to determine they 
could not compete with such weapons and they 
withdrew from the fray. Two weeks later, a team 
of U.S. Army surveyors would determine the dis¬ 
tance of Dixon’s famed shot to be 1,538 yards, or 
nine-tenths of a mile. 

Billy Dixon later gave up buffalo hunting and 
became a scout for the Army. As a scout at the 
Buffalo Wallow Fight Dixon would earn the Con¬ 
gressional Medal of Honor. In 1893, he retired 
and built a home on the Adobe Walls site. He 
died there on March 9, 1913 at the age of 63. 

On the fifth day, more than 100 men arrived at 
Adobe Walls. The Indians never returned. The 
main significance of this fight is that it led to the 


Red River War of 1874-75, which resulted in the 
final relocation of the Southern Plains Indians 
into reservation in what is now Oklahoma. 

Movement News 

Yes, it is moving forward. The problem is that 
most of the progress is not of a tangible kind and 
can only be observed from where I sit, with my 
centralized knowledge of what is going on, which 
is one reason why I so urgently need a staff that I 
can train in that knowledge to make sure it is not 
lost. But basically the number of hits to the web¬ 
site and the number of apparently serious inquir¬ 
ies regarding the Northwest Front is slowly, 
slowly, every so slowly, like molasses in winter¬ 
time, inching upward. At this rate we might even 
achieve a million-hit weekly audience by perhaps 
the year 2050, although there may not be a mil¬ 
lion White people left in the world by then. 

There are millions of White people out there 
who would respond body and soul to the North¬ 
west Front’s message, who would hurl their be¬ 
longings into the U-Haul or the moving van and 
simply start heading Northwest on the nearest in¬ 
terstate, if they only knew that we are here and 
could be made to know what we know. The state- 
controlled media has blacked us out completely, 
so we are reliant on word of mouth, and frankly 
we seem to have reached the limits of our tiny 
community’s ability or willingness to spread the 
word about northwestfront.org and about Radio 
Free Northwest. Until that willingness and ability 
to let White people know we are here increases to 
the point where we can effectively bypass the 
state-controlled media and take our message di¬ 
rectly to White America—^the dream of us all— 
then there is no chance we can be ready if and 
when the fabled balloon ever really does go up. 

I need two things from you: I need you to let 
others know we are here, and I need for you to 
come here to the Northwest, where you’re sup¬ 
posed to be.—HAC 

The Northwest Observer is published in support of the 
program and goals of the Northwest Front, P, O, Box 
4856, Seattle, Washington 98194 
www.northwestfrontorg e-mail nwnet@earthlink.net. 
Subscriptions are $30 per year, $40 for overseas air 
mail Checks and money orders should be made out to 
Northwest Publishing Agency. 
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